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Matrimony is a nut 
For every man’s digestion ; 
When the shell is fairly cracked, 
Pop ! goes the question. 
Pretty girls will sigh and blusk.. 
Simper all they can, sir, 
Till, from out their pouting lips, 
Pop ! goes the answer. 
Cupid fans the holy flame : 
Rankest kind of arson : 
When it gains a certain hight, 
Pop! goes the Parson. 
When a year has shown its tail 
Round the corner, may be, 
Out upon the wicked world, 
Pop! goes a baby. 
All the sweets that Earth can yield, 
Won’ t suffice to calm it! 
Daddy screws his lips .. and then, 
Pop! goesa p—nit! 
Madame lets her husband swear 
She must be the whipper: | 
And about the yongster’s heels, 
Pop! goes the slipper.. 


Bachelor who lives next door, 
Bears it for a season ; 

But before the year is out, 
Pop | goes his reason. 


Maiden lady, up the stairs, 
Stamps each moment faster, 
Till, from off the wall beneath, 

Pop! goes the plaster. 


Dirty, ragged little boy 
Beneath the window lingers, 
Thumb applied unto his nose .. 
Pop ! goes the fingers. 
All around the neighborhood, 
Such antics are enacted : 
And, while mamma is scolding him, 
Por goes distracted ! 
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